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And triumph in the bloom offfty-jive.
You in the morning a fair nymph invite,                 215
To keep her word a brown one comes at night;
Next day she shines in glossy black, and then
Revolves into her native red agen.
Like a dove's neck, she shifts her transient charms,
And is her own dear rival in your arms.                  220
But one admirer has the painted lass,
Nor finds that one, but in her looking-glass.
Yet Laura's beautiful to such excess,
That all her art scarce makes her please the less:
To deck the female cheek, He only knows,              225
Who paints less fair the lilly, and the rose.
How gay they smile! Such blessings nature pours.
O'erstockt mankind enjoy but half her stores;
In distant wilds, by whom human eyes unseen,
She rears her flow'rs, and spreads her velvet green. 230
Pure gurgling rills the lonely desart trace,
And waste their musick14 on the savage race.
Is Nature then a niggard of her bliss?
Repine we guiltless in a world like this?
But our lewd tastes her lawful charms refuse,           235
And painted Art's deprav'd allurement chuse.
Such Fulmats passion for the town; fresh air
(An odd effect!) gives vapours to the fair;
Green fields, and shady groves, and chrystal springs,
And larks, and nightingales, and odious things;        240
But smoak, and dust, and noise, and crowds, delight;
And to be prest to death transports her quite:
Where silver riv'lets play thro' flow'ry meads,
And woodbines give their sweets, and limes their shades,
Black kennels absent odours she regrets,                   245